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At Jeeu'a feet my soul first learnt t' 1ot< 

The good, the beautiful and true, 

And sought in everything to prove 

A Ood— all-seeing and all-kind, who 

Oyer me would watch with tender care. 

And guide me homeward through the world's dar1 
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PRE FA CE. 

As an answer to the wishes of many kind 
friends, who were interested in my " Silver 
Spray" leaflets, I pubHsh tliis small volume 
of Hymns, with the sincere prayer, that God 
may use it to His glory. 
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Ciell ^tBm. 



** And the Apostles gathered themselves together unto Jesus 
and told Him all:* (Mark vi, ZOJ 

When thy heart is sad and weary, 
When the way is dark and dreary, 
When thon need'st a helper near thee — 

Tell Jesus. 

When for love and pity sighing, 
When for mercy thon art crying, 
When from sin- wounds almost dying — 

Tell Jesus. 

When oppressed with cares of life, 
When engaged in hottest strife. 
When with bitter sorrows rife — 

Tell Jesus. 

When thy old friends are forsaking, 
When the ties of love are breaking. 
When ihy hands a shroud are making — 



MY FERFECT FLEA. 

When the hill of life descending, 
When earth's jojs to thee are ending. 
When t' heaven wonld'st be ascending- 

Tell Jesus. 




g f^rferf fl^a. 



Jbsus, the sinner's perfect plea, 

The dearest and the best, 
My weary heart I bring to Thee, 

Oh speak and give me rest. 
Bid all my doubts and fears to end. 

Proclaim Thy sovereign will : 
And o'er my waves of trouble send 

Thy mandate "Peace be still." 

Jesus, the sinner's perfect plea. 

The dearest and the best, 
The safest refuge known to me, 

I lean upon Thy breast. 
Thou can'st not turn Thy face away, 

Nor spurn him from Thy side. 
Who seeks his cares on Thee to lay. 
And would with Thee abide. 



ASK. 

Jesns, tlie sinner's perfect plea, 

The dearest and the best, 
My life, my all, I give to Thee, 

It is Thy dear behest. 
Oh make me now a child of Thine, 

A follower of my God ; 
Redeem me by Thy love divine. 

And wash me in Thy blood. 



** Whatsoever ye shall ask in My name that will I do'* 

{John xiv. 13.) 

The treasuries of grace are mine. 
So Christ my Lord hath said. 

And from them I may take my help, 
In every time of need. 

Lord, in mercy hear the prayer 
My trembling lips would pray. 

And make my will accord with thine. 
Turn not Thy face away. 

1 ask not for the praise of fame 

To raise my name on high. 
But for a spirit that would wish 
At Thy dear feet \io\ie. 



ASK. 

I ask not for a life of ease, 
With nought to say or do, 

But for a sphere where I could still 
Thy work of love pursue. 

I ask not for a palace home. 

With riches at my door ; 
But with a humble heart would pray 

That I might love Thee more. 

I ask not for the worldling's joy, 
With all his pomp and pride. 

But to be seen where Christ is loved, 
Where truth and right abide. 

1 ask not for those things of earth 
Which soon must fade and die, 

But for a home beyond the grave. 
For immortality. 



(^Jk%^ 



ONLY JESUS, 



Wheeb shall we go, Thou blessed Lord, 
When tired and burdened with onr sin, 

But unto Thee, whose lightest word 
Can make our guilty spirits clean ? 

No ear can hear so quick as Thine 
The bitter cry when sinners pray, 

No power but Thy grace divine, 
Can take our griefs and cares away. 

No hand but Thine can take our own, 
And lead us in the paths of right. 

Where from the cross is stealing down 
Bright gleams of Thy revealing light. 

The help we need when death is near. 
Can only through Thy love be given, 

And Thou alone can'st still our fear, 
Then take us to the bHss of heaven. 

O Gracious Lord, be Thou our Guide, 
And fill us all with ia\i\im'Y^'^fc^ 

That we may walk \)y T\xy ^•a^'c ^^.^^^ 
Until our souls T\iy ^oxy ^^^« 



THE EEDEEMED IN HEAVEIf, 



*< And one of the elders antwered, saying unto me^ JFhat 
are these which are arrayed in white robes f and 
whence came they ? And I said unto Aim, Sir, thou 
knowest. And he said to me^* these are they whieh 
earns out of great tribulation, and have washed their 
robeSf and mnde them white in the blood of the Lamb. 
Therefore are they before the throne of Ood, and serve 
him day and night in His temple,** {Eev» vii.lZ — 15.) 



Along the golden streets 

The white-robed spirits go, 
With psalms of holy gladness, 
Which only angels know, 
For Christ has tanght them how to sing 
The praises of their blessed king. 

They have no sorrow there. 

No pain to break the heart, 
No canse for bitter angnish. 
No need for tears to starb, 
But everlasting joy and peace 
With Him who gave them bucIq. xeila^ia^. 



TM£ EEDEEMED IN HEAVEN. 

So beautiful and pure, 

They kneel before the throne, 
And the holy love of God 
Is mingled with their own ; 
And sanctified in Jesn's blood, 
They live in likeness to their God. 

But once they trod the earth, 
And knew, as much as wte, 
Of all that makes the heart ache, 
Of all life's agony ; 
And found this crooked path of ours 
Strewn with thorns as well as flowers. 

They had their times to weep 

O'er ill-requited love, 
O'er all their vain endeavour 
To lead their friends to God, 
Who turned in cruel scorn to say, 
" We love the world, and will not pray. 

Death stole their dearest joys. 
And hid them in the grave, 
And heard, in bitter silence, 
Their cries to spare and save — 
Yet still they knew 'twas all in love, 
To draw them to their \iOT[i!& i^y^^^. 



j> 



8 TMS REDEEMED IN EEAVBK, 

Sin, with its mighty force, 

Strove long to keep them down 
Beneath its awfnl thraldom, 
And brand them as its owiL 
But they had learnt by faith to cry — 
" Saviour of sinners, be Thou nigh.'* 

Though heavy was the cross, 

And weak their greatest strengt 
They bore it on with meekness. 
Until they found at length — 
That joy, in yonder world of bliss, 
Doth make amends for pain in this. 

God was their help in life. 

He was their friend in death. 
He pitied all their sadness. 

And watch'd their dying breathy 
Then caught their spirits up to light. 
And clad them in His glory bright. 

Eternal happiness, 

O let us likewise seek. 
And follow in their footprints. 
With holy lives and m.eek, 
nbiil OUT Bonla with tbeira accord, 
Ih ''Holy, Holy, Holy Lord." 



TSATSS. 



frapr. 



**And being in an agony he prayed more earnestly** 

{Luke xxii. 44.) 

The more the Saviour felt His pain, 

More earnestly He prayed, 
Before His Father's throne of love 

His aching wants He laid. 

He knew no other help was His, 

For earthly friends had gone, 
Of human hearts and human hands 

To aid Him there were none. 

They loved Him when the Sun of Life 
Shone brightly o'er His head. 

But when it changed to gloom and death, 
They all forsook and fled. 

He saw the shadow of His cross 

Fall on the path He trod, 
He felt His need of strength Divine, 

And sought it from His God. 

If thus our blessed Saviour prayed 

That God His ^«bu\.^ ^a\!i\^\\ftfc^ 
Much more BkouVd. ^© oi\i'axaas3k.^a^^'^^ 
Make knoYna. to "HIidl qx« t^^^- 



10 SUN OF RIGETEOUSNESS. 



Sun 0f '^i%]^tamxa^B. 

Jesu, Sun of Bighteonsnegs, rise o'er all on 
pain and care, 

Healing beams be in Thy wings, matchless grac< 
and beauty rare ; 

Come in love our souls to save, come and ctm 
us of our sin ; 

Purify our hearts with blood, then in mercj 
dwell within. 



Let Thy rays of holy light scatter darkness 
from our mind, 

Lead us in the way of truth, sweetest pleasureE 
there to find ; 

Then in scenes approved by Thee, we will labour, 
pray, and love, 

Daily moving on with praise, upward to our 
home above. 



Through all times of trial and want, near us 
gracious Saviour stand, 

S^/l/ extend to na Tby help, BtiH ouiaV.Te^.^iV'lV 
gtdding hand ; 



SUN OF RIGETE0USNES8. 11 

In our struggles after good, may our lives 
conform with Tliine, 

May onr actions, thoughts, and words, mth Thy 
wondrous glory shine. 



Oh uplift Thy rugged Cross, when our hearts 
are filled with fear. 

Let that symbol of our faith cause our drooping 
hearts to cheer ; 

Seeing then what Thou hast borne, for onr 
sakes that we might live, 

May this memory of Thee, stronger hopes and 
courage give. 



When the angels come at last, to convey ns to 

Thy home. 
Joyful may our spirits rise, bearing trophies as 
we come. 

Of what Thon hast wrought by us, in this sin- 
devoted world. 

When we fought beneath Thy Cross, and Thy 
gracious love unfurled. 



12 FLIGRT, 






I] 

I I 
I' 



" I flee unto Thee to hide me." f Psalm exliii. 9.J 

Flight is our only hope, when enemies of sou 

Lay deep amhnshments roand 

The path the pilgrim treads, to keep him fro: 
th' goal, 

Where grace and peace abound : 

Flight from ourselves, the weak — to Christ, tl 
strong. 

That He may act, and we be still ; 

For He can never fail, nor ever yield to wrong 

Nor let it work His servants ill. 



Flee unto Jesus, oh my soul ! and find it real- 

That love protects the weak. 
And from that blest experience, learn to feel 

Grateful ; with soul more meek, 

Strive to return — it is within thy power — ^the 
grace 

That helped Thee in thy need ; 

I/ire near to God, His pattern take, and in Hi: 
place 

A holy trust — B» trust indeed. 



FOLLOWING CHRIST. 13 



Jf0ll0fariH0 Cj^isf. 



The heart that follows Thee, oh Christ ! 

In faith, and fervent hope, and constant 
prayer, 

Will find Thy paths all leading np to heaven. 

And that each footstep brings it near. 

The blessed home where sin is not. 

And pain is dead and care forgot. 

Earth's trials are heavy, bnt Thy help 

Bobs every burden of its keenest woe. 
The cross that galls us as beneath we bend, 
Feels lighter as we onward go 
With Thee, until at last we find 
The cords that bound it all unwind. 

Oh Christ ! I pray that Thou][wLlt teach 

My erring heart this lesson how to live. 
So that through all my journey I may know 
The blessing Thou wilt surely ^^^ 
To him whio ^«Kka N'iVi'et^ ^Y^o^V^j^^Hst^^^ 
Leading to lieovexi «a^VoTa^^^ssiSi.S^^^^ 



14 TRUST IN GOD. 



Q^nrsf in #0ir. 

'* Weeping may endure for a night but joy comet h in tA 
morning" (Psalm xxx. 5.) 

Child of sorrow, 

On the morrow, 
Joy thou may'st see ; 

Then do not weep. 

For God will keep 
His blessing still for thee. 

O tell Him all 

That doth befall 
That poor, sad heart of thine ; 

For He will hear, 

Then gently cheer 
Thee, with His love divine. 

O seek His face 

For strength and grace 

To do His will to-day ; 
To-morrow's hour 
May show His power 

To take thy cross away. 



SING UNTO TEE LORD. 15 

Or if for thee 

He should decree 
A life of toil and pain, 

By constant prayer, 

Thy present care 
Will bring eternal gain. 



"Sm vixda i\t forir." 

Sweetest hymns of glory sing, 
To the Lord our gracious king, 
Prom the heart now let there rise, 
Glad hosannas to the skies. 

Angels praise His wondrous love, 
In the courts of light above ; 
We who His great mercy know. 
Let us sing of it below. 

All creation join the song, 
And its harmonies prolong, 
Heaven and earth with praise abound, 
Silent be all other sound. 

Praise the Father, throned on high, 
Praise the Son, who came to die. 
Praise unto the Spirit be, 
Praise the blessed Trinity. 



16 THE CRY OF THE SINNER. 



Lead me to Jesus, I am poor and blind, 
His blessed Cross I am longing now to find ; 
Groping in darkness throngh this lonesome way. 
Lead me to Jesus, lead me away. 

My wonnds are deep, in tender pity bear. 
Lead me to Jesns, he may be very near ; 
His ready hand will stay this awful pain. 
And give me back my joy and peace again. 

Lead me to Jesus, oh I long to know 
The grace and mercy which He will bestow ; 
Lead me to Jesus, that my heart may be 
Bedeemed from endless misery. 

Lead me, oh lead me with a tender hand. 
That I may reach the bright and better land ; 
This world can never give me peace and rest, 
Or still th' dreadful ragings of my breast. 

Lead me to Jesus, that, at His bright throne. 
Thy work of love my soul may gladly own, 

And praise Him that He gave thee strength 
and grace, 

T' lead me to that soul-transforming place. 



FJRESS ON, 17 



(Philippiana Hi, 13 — 14.) 

Press on my sonl, press on, 

Until the goal be won, 

Look not behind again. 

For there is only pain ; 
But look to Him who watches thee, 
And round thy path His love shall be. 

The world is calling thee, 

To its own misery, 

With words both false and kind, 

To please thy doubtful mind ; 
But gird thy loins with holy zeal. 
Seek heaven, for heav'n seeks thy weal. 

Deny thyself of ease. 
Study thy Lord to please. 
Bless every hour with prayer. 
And leave each anxious care 
With Him, whose hand can make 
Its binding cords aisunder \)Te;d!^. 












18 PHES^ OK 

What if the earth be bright, 
With pleasures to delight, 
These will not make thee meet 
To sit at Jesn*s feet, 
But draw thee from the quest of goo< 
And to thy sin give hardihood. 

Bright angel forms surround 
The soul to heaven bound. 
Watching through all the race, 
They all thy footsteps trace, 
And see if thou art weaker grown. 
Then point thee to the distant crown. 

Thy passions draw thee back, 
But never tire nor slack, 
Yield not to them a thought. 
But think what Christ has wrong 
And ask Him to instil His grace 
Where sin tries hard to find a place. 

Be earnest in thy walk, 
And holy in thy talk, 
That men may know thy heart 
Holds firm the better part ; 
And, seeing, learn by faith to tread 
The ways in which thy feet are led. 



TS:^S ON, 1^ 

Hold fast tHe precions word, 
Let its sweet truths be heard 
Within thee, and then show 
How strongly grace will grow 
In him who, looking at the prize, 
Ne'er turns away his longing eyes. 

If thorns obstruct thy path, 

Thy blessed Saviour hath 

Endured the same before, 

His feet these thistles tore : 
Thus knowing well the cruel way, 
He^succours those who watch and pray. 

Thy fellow pilgrims cheer. 

Their cries in pity hear, 

Go onward, hand in hand, 

To the all-blessed land. 
Where this a source of joy shall be, 
That thou did'st share their misery. 

Go on, with holy praise 

To God thy anthems raise. 

And thus on earth prepare 

With Christ His joys to share. 
When He shall gently bid thee rise 
To find thy home beyond the %ld&%. 



20 HE CAIJ.S ME, 



" The Master is come and eallethfor thee** 
(John xi. 28.^ 

He calls me, whom my soul doth love^ 

He calls me to His rest, 
His sympathy and love to prove, 

To lean upon His breast. 

He calls me from the world of care, 

To walk with Him alone, 
To know, by faith and earnest prayer^ 

His blessings are mine own. 

He calls me from unholy strife, 

To sit at His dear feet, 
To learn His lessons, that my life 

May be for heaven meet. 

He calls me by His Spirit's voice, 
That speaks within my soul, 

In His great mercy to rejoice. 
Though evils round me roll. 

He calls me to a crown of light, 

To heaven the "sinner's home; *' 
Displays its glory in my sight, 
And sweetly whispers — com.©. 



BE COMFORTED. 21 



O Jesu, blessed Lord, for Thee 
All earthly things I leave, 

If but I may Thy beauties see, 
And with Thee ever live. 



^t C0mf0rtieb. 



**Jn the world ye shall have tribulatumf but be of 
good eheer, I have overcome the world" 
(John xvL 33.) 

Oheer up poor heart, and do not pine, 
For Qt)d will make thy darkness shine, 

All radiant with His love ; 
No earthly storm shall do thee harm, 
Nor foe assail that shall prevail. 

While He looks from above. 



Be thine, to tnast Him day by day, 
Be Thine, to thoose the better way. 

Of faith, not erring sight ; 
For thou art blind, and can'st not find 
A foot-print here, to lead thee where 

The path is plain. «jid\iit\^\i. 



21 LONGING FOR 00J>. 

O take His guiding hand to be 
A comfort and a staff to thee, 

As here on earth yon roam ; 
Then at the last, when life is past, 
And death shall roll about thj soul, 

He'll take thee to His home. 



OuK spirits long for Thee, oh Lord, 

And cannot be at rest. 
Until we know that thou hast made 

Thy home within our breast. 



¥ov vain are all our fondest hopes, 
Unless Thou art their end. 

Unless Thou art the centre-point. 
To which our longings tend. 

O pain of pains, if Thou dost not 
Our joys and sorrows share. 

If Thou art absent when our lives 
Are weighted down with. caxe. 



FORGIVE. 2a 

We do not ask tHat Thou shonld'st stay 

All canse to shed a tear, 
Bnt that, through all our pilgrimage. 

Thou -wilt, oh Lord, be near. 

O come and live with us, oh Lord, 

Come — evermore to stay. 
And never let us, by our sin. 

Cause Thee to go away. 



" For Thou Lord art good and ready to forgive** 
{Psalm Ixxxvi. 5.) 

Jestjs, Thou blessed Friend of all. 
Before Thy feet I lo^srly fall ; 
O turn to me with pitying eye. 
Bend down and hear my piercing cry — 

Forgive ! 

No other word, nor other prayer. 

So fitly tells Thee my despair. 

And none can bring the needful peace, 

But this which never more shall cease — 



24 FOROIVE. 



When I survey my passing life, 
And view its scenes of sin and strife, 
Then fchink of all thy love to me, 
I can do nonght bnt cry to Thee — 

Forgive ! 



At eventide, when deep'ning shades 
Are cast around as daylight fades, 
Before the throne of grace I kneel, 
Still with the same heartfelt appeal- 

Forgive ! 



At last, when sickness lays my head 
On pillows of a dying bed> 
Do Thon, ere life shall pass away. 
Answer the prayer I often pray — 

Forgive ! 



(D^«fc£i) 



TRUST, 25 



LoYE dropped a jewel from the sky, 
I picked it up when passing by, 

And placed it in my breast ; 
*' Trust" was the name I gave it then. 
For when my life was full of pain, 
I looked upon its light again, 

And so had rest. 



Sweet are the lessons it teaches me- 



T' hope, when fulfilment I cannot see 

Of one poor longing thought ; 
To wait, when faces of friends are sad. 
Whose hearts and hands no more are glad, 
T' succour the wight, who once had had 
Their aid unsought. 

Far out on the ocean of life I sail, 
Through the blinding tempests that assail 

My poor unsteady bark ; 
I see this gem, and dare not fear, 
' It tells me that my God is near. 
And, though unseen, He will appear, 

To save His ark. 



liG THE MORNING STAB. 

AVhen in the haven of light above, 
J cast my anchor no more to rove 

From Thee, my Lord, my Qt)d ; 
Do Thon in my crown of glory place 
This precions token of Thy grace, 
>Vhich taught me thro' dark waves to trace 

Th' heavenly road. 



^\t p;0rning Star. 

" / am the bright and Morning Star.*' 
{Rev. xxii. 16.) 

The bright and Morning Star, 
Sweet harbinger of day, 

Brings light and mercy from afar. 
And scatters night away. 

It tells of endless rest 

Beyond our darkened sky. 

Where we may enter and be blest, 
Live on, and never die. 

It shines upon the path 

That leads from earth to heaven. 
The refuge from eternal wrath. 

The borne of the forgiven. 



THE MOMKING STAR. 27 

It sHeds its silvery ray 

On Calvary's cross-topp'd hill, 

And points to Christ, the tmth,the way, 
Th' escape from every ill. 

Deep down into the tomb, 

It penetrates with light. 
Dispels the long engathered gloom, 

And makes its darkness bright. 



In heavenly realms above. 
It shines from out the throne. 

And seraphs, bowed in sacred love, 
Its light and glories own. 



O Christ, the Morning Star, 
Shine on ns day by day. 

Lead ns to that bright world afar. 
To joys that last for aye. 



(OJITg) 



28 JESUS SAVE ME XOJT. 



tf 



** Thou Son of David have mercy on me. 
(Mark x. 47.) 

Friend of sinners unto Thee, 
With my wounds and guilfc I flee, 
In Thy mercy pardon me — 

Jesus save me now. 

Think of all my bitter pain, 
See of sin this cruel stain, 
Take me to Thy heart again — 

Jesus save me now. 

Thou didst die that I might live, 
And Thy gracious love receive, 
Hear me, for I now believe — 

Jesus save me now. 

Thou hast never yet said nay. 
Nor hast turned that soul away 
Who in faith this prayer could say- 
Jesus save me now. 



(D7^t3 



HIDE NOT THY FACE M7 SAVIOUE. 29 



^ibt not ^^ju Jfaa, m^ S^nbxmx. 

Hide not Thy face, my Saviour, 
Hide not Thy face from me ; 

Thongh I do not deserve it, 
Still turn and pity me. 

Remember all Thy sorrow, 
Thy life so full of care, 

Remember Thou the thorn-crown 
Which twin'd around Thy hair. 

Forget not all Thy pleadings, 
To take me to Thy home ; 

And see my heart is willing 
With Thee, oh Lord, to come. 

I mourn o'er all my weakness, 
Which held my soul in doubt, 

That earthly things and sinful. 
Kept thee so long without. 

I mourn, and oh what reason 
Could better be than this ? — 

Destruction I have loved more 
Than eveT\"ji'a\,m^\JCYe»'^. 



50 LONGING FOE HOME. 

Forgive my sms, dear Jesus — 
Thyself my only plea : 

M V sonl can make no other claiiii. 
Bat Thoa didst die for me. 



ponging for Ipiome. 

My blessed, blessed Jesus, 

I long to be with Thee, 
With heart and soul enraptured 

By Thy great majesty. 
Xo moi-e from Thee to wander. 

Nor into sin to stray. 
Entranced with Thy beauty. 

To serve Thee day by day. 

I long to join the angels 

That gather round Thy throne. 
Who cast their crowns before Thee, 

And at Thy feet fall down ; 
With them, in adoration, 

Filled with ecstatic joy. 
My soul, in their hosannas. 

Should find its best employ . 



FEAISE. 31 

Dear Jesns, lead me homeward, 

And make these blessings mine, 
Oh grant me all my wishes, 

That link themselves with Thine. 
Bnt if I still mast linger 

To labour here for Thee, 
** Thy will is love," I answer, 

"And be it done in me." 



^rabt. 



** Bles8 the Lordf my aouL** 

Arise my soul, and bless the Lord 

For all His wondrous grace, 
With songs of holy gratitude 

Bow down before His face. 

Recount the mercies of the past, 

The love of days gone by. 
The hour when thou wast left alone. 

When none but God was nigh. 

Praise Him for all the benefits 
Which crowned thy early days, 

For that kind hand which kept thee back 
From many sinful -w^v.'s^. 



'M FRAISE. 

Praise Him, tHat He has led thee forth 
Through trials dark and long, 

And changed thy time of bitterness 
To that of joy and song. 

Praise Him for all the happy days 

Spent in His conrts below, 
For those blest seasons of relief, 

From heart-distressing woe. 

Praise him for every act of love, 

praise him evermore ; 
And when in heaven thon shalt sing. 

Then learn to praise Him more. 



(^Tg) 



JESU8 ALL IN ALL. 33 



O BLESSED, Holy Jesus, 
Who is there like to Thee, 

So full of loving tenderness, 
And gentle sympathy ? 

Who is there with such meekness, 
And yet with so much grace. 

And such surpassing loveliness, 
As in Thee I can trace ? 

Who is there so forgiving, 

So pitiful and kind, 
To those whose acts embody forth 

The thoughts of evil mind ? 

Who is there here so patient, 
To those who will not turn, 

Who scorn the ofEer of Thy love. 
And all Thy mercy spurn ? 

Who is there, blessed Jesus, 
Who is there like to Thee, 

So fit to lead, so apt to teach. 
So quick to patdoT^xsi^^ 



34 THE HOUR OF WORSHIP. 

Who is there ? — ah, there is not 

A being so divine 
As Thon art, to redeem my sonl, 

And make it like to Thine. 



Spirit of God descend, 

With gentle dove-like power, 

And ravish all our souls with love ; 
Oh, bless this sacred hour. 

It is the time to pray. 

And this we cannot do, 
Unless, in intercession. Thou 

Art praying with us too. 

We know not what to ask, 
Because our feeble mind 

May long for that which is not good. 
And BO the answer bind. 



TEE HO Jilt OF WORSHIP. 35 

Do Thou in mercy bring 

Sufficient grace for all ; 
Just wliat we need do Thou supply, 

Thus answer Thou our call. 

Remove whatever guilt 

May stain our hearts to-day, 
Oh, wash us in the Saviour's blood. 

And take its curse away. 

When from this place we go. 

Do Thou be with us still, 
To help us in each word and deed. 

To do Thy holy wiU. 



^1P±S> 



36 THE CROSS. 



Go to the cross, and leave tliy care, 
Cling to the cross, for life is there, 
Look to the cross, thy Saviour see, 
Ask him in love to pardon Thee. 

Cling to the cross, and be at rest, 
Take thou its blessings to thy breast, 
Nor fear that God will harshly say, 
I love thee not, go hence — away. 

Cling to the cross, through driving stom 
And it shall lose its strength to harm ; 
Think not, tho' waves are rising high. 
That God will let thee sink or die. 

Cling to the cross, the last resource, 
To him who ends his earthly course ; 
Cling to the cross — and soon the crown 
Thy hands shall take, when that drops do 



«COJfj& VNTO MR" 37 



'*€omt urda Mt/' 



" Comb unto Me- 



Poor, tired, and heavy-laden soul, 
With open wounds and bleeding heart, 
And I will make thee whole." 

" Come unto Me — 

Though thou hast oft in haste said no 
To gentle calls in days gone by. 
And pardon thou shalt know." 

** Come unto Me — 

Nor seek to hide thy stains of sin, 
I'll wash thee in My precious blood. 

And thou shalt be made clean." 

*' Come unto Me- 



'Tis Christ the Lord that bids thee come, 
I long to clasp thee in My arms. 
And take thee to My home." 

" Come unto Me — 

For Mercy cannot always wait. 
Long time refused she turns away, 

And then it is too late." 



38 DEATE'-NO STING. LIVING FO 



Shadow of death may come, 
'Tis but the calling home, 
Feet that shall never roam 

Again in sin ; 
Life shall that death o*erthrow, 
Love take the place of woe. 
And I shall ever know 

A rest within. 



^ifainjg for 60ir. 

" Whattoever ye do, do all to the glory of God. 

(1 Cor, X, 31.) 

Give me, oh Lord, the faith 
Of those who loved Thee most, 

Who, leaving out themselves in fame, 
Made Thee their only boast. 

That is the noblest life. 

Which only lives for Thee, 
And this, oh Lord, my soul wonld pray 

Thee to apportion me. 



LIVING FOR OOB, 39 

My talents few may be, 

But Thou canst bless them still, 
If I had more, perhaps I might 

Be led to spurn Thy will. 

Whatever be my work, 

Do Thon be all my theme ; 
Let me be filled with earnestness, 

Nor let me live to dream. 

Is there a heart in pain, 

By sin and care distressed. 
Make me the messenger, oh God, 

To lead it to Thy rest. 

Made clean myself from sin, 

By faith a child of Thine, 
A son-like image may I bear. 

To Thee, oh Lord, divine. 

And thus in a dark world, 

Be as a shining light — 
To guide the wayward feet of men, 

Into the paths of right. 



^T^t3 



40 CERIST^ LIKENESa. 



Lord, help me every day to live 

A life more truly Thine, 
Which shows in every word and deed, 

An origin divine. 

Like Thee, in meek humility, 

Like Thee, in love abound, 
Like Thee, in paths of righteonsness, 

For ever to be found. 

Like Thee, with earnest God-bom faith, 
To breast temptation's tide ; 

O'er all its soul-destroying waves, 
Triumphantly to ride. 

Like Thee, in holy tenderness, 
To dry the mourner's tears, 

With acts of gentle sympathy, 
To chase away his fears. 

Like Thee, in never-ceasing prayer, 

A Father- God to know, 
To catch the brightneaa oi "^\a i*M^^ 
And then His gVorj a\io^. 



THE WAKING SOUS, 41 

Like Thee — I have no other wish, 
While earthly scenes I tread, 

That with Thee, I may ever rest, 
When time and sin are dead. 



®|^t Making "^om. 

** My voice shalt Thou hear in the morning, Lord, in the 

morning will I direct my prayer unto Thee, and will 

look up.** (Fsalm v, Z.J 

Bbiqht falls the morning light 

On waking souls, 
When the dark veil of night 

Gently nprolls : 
Then on our knees in prayer, 
We bless our Father's care. 

Thanks rendered to His name 

Rise from our hearts, 
For He is still the same 

When night departs. 
As when in. \ioirK^ oi ^^^^^ 



42 TEE WAKING SOUE. 

Strength from His liand we seek. 
Strength for the day, 

Feeling we are so weak, 
And soon must stray 

Far from His paths aside, 

If mercy is denied. 

Grace from the Blessed One 

Fills ns with joy, 
Thus is the day begun 

With sweet employ ; 
So may each morning breath 
Rise np in prayer till death. 



(^^G) 



KNOWING, SVFFERING ALL. 43 



Jesus, unto Thee are known, 
All the woes that can distress, 

Briny tears have been Thine own, 
Then hast felt life's bitterness. 

Thou with bleeding feet hast trod. 
Paths that weary mortals shnn, 

Leading to the home of Grod, 
Where the crown of life is won. 

Thou did'st bear the cross of shame. 
Thou did'st wear the crown of thorn, 

None in pity to Thee came, 

When Thy hands and feet were torn. 

Cruel scorn surrounded Thee, 
When in anguish broke Thy heart. 

And Thy death-throb seemed to be. 
The sign for God and man to part. 

But Thy love o'ercame that death, 
Bringing Ufa and holy peace 

From those paina, ^wViaxi l"a!SiAxi%\yt^'?k^'» 
Qtive Thy troTible^ ^^^^ ^"^^ • 



44 REVIVE ME. 



Vanqiiislied tomb ! defeated hell ! 

Holj angels praise your Grod, 
Of the wondrous mercy tell. 

How He saves by Jesu's blood. 



Revive me, ob my blessed Lord, 
And let the blessings of Thy word, 
Fall on my soul with mighty power, 
And sanctify me from this hou^. 

Let all my thoughts be like to Thine, 
Chaste, holy, earnest, and divine ; 
God-bom may all my wishes be, 
Their source. Thy heart, their f ulness,Thee. 

take the gilded toys of sin. 

Which long have marred my life within. 
Put golden virtues in their place. 
And beautify my life with grace. 

1 bring my talents to Thy feet, 
However few, oh make them meet 

To serve Thee in this eatV^A-j ster&a. 
To teach frail man tbie \)etteT\^©. 



THE UNKNOWN WAT, 45 

Oh ! may I find how mtich is won 
By coming to Thy gracions throne, 
And by the blessed means of prayer, 
Know Thou dost all my troubles share. 

My life is Thine, my death is too ; 
Whatever I may think or do, 
Be thou the end, the aim of all, 
Till Thou to heaven my soul shalt call. 



" But He knoweth the way that I take." 
{Jo'b xxiii, 10.) 

I KNOW not now, and would not know, 
Why God should lead me thus. 

Along this dark and mazy path 
With burden and with cross. 



Enough for me that He has said 
That all shall work my ^oc>6l^ 

That not a care aViaW ^^m tcl^ V^'»^ 
Bat when He ^\Wa ^.^ ^o\iil^- 



46 THE UNKNOWN WAT. 

'Tis all my portion here to tmctt^ 

*Tis God's alone to do ; 
His hand shall clear the unseen way, 

His love shall lead me through. 

Though strange to me, He knoweth all. 
And I must trust Him still ; 

Enough that He should guide my steps 
According to His will. 

In the blest time when life is past 

In yonder world above. 
My changed mind may understand 

The workings of His love. 



Qjirc) 



TRIAL HERE, REST THERE. 47 



CrmI \(txt, §l^st i^txt. 

Few are the paths on earth we find 
O'erstrewn with flowers, 

Few to the needy human mind 
Are happy hours. 

Few are the days on life's great sea 

When storms are still, 
Few are the scenes we often see, 

That have no ill. 

Few are the words of love we hear 

To ease our pain, 
Few are the friends in time of fear 

That will remain. 

Few are the years of life at all, 

How few and swift. 
Few are the hours before we fall. 

Of life bereft. 

But who shall tell the countless joys 

Beyond the gTa,yft, 
Or show us liaVi ^\va.\. Qco^ ^tel^"^^ 

Our hopea to «a.Nei. 
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48 GOINO SOME, 

Then weary heart be not cast do^ 
But hear His will — 

"Eternal peace thy pains shall cro 
And cares be still." 



The golden gates swing wide 
'Neath their high portals glid 

Spirits redeemed ; 
Welcomed by seraph bands, 
Clasped in angel hands, 

By Jesus esteemed. 

Far from the world below, 
Far from its depths of woe, 

See, see they come ; 
Seeking their Father's face, 
In that all-glorious place, 

The Savioui^-'s home. 



!j: Joyous, they meet their God, 

J ' .;'* Who, in the path they trod, 

jlj|.j Unseen did guide. 

Ssdely His hand. ^d\e^^ 
And in eacli hour oi Bft^Qi^ 
Was by their si^e« 



THE HEART GIFT, 49 

Lord of the blest above, 
In Thy most gracious love, 

G-uide us, we pray, 
Home to that blessed clime. 
Where throughout endless time, 

We love and stay. 



** My Son, give Me thine heart." [Prov, xxiiu'2S.) 

Mt heart, oh God, is wholly Thine, 
I would not keep it back from Thee, 

Nor wish to shun the grace divine. 
Which asks this humble gift of me. 

O take it now, and let Thy love 
For evermore within me dwell. 

And may Thy Spirit from above. 
Teach me to serve my Master well. 

Afar be every thought of sin. 

Afar be every wish to stray, 
Bid holiness and tTu\)DL\ie^ai 

To lead men "op tioJ "VkBaN^ow^sc^^^s^- 



so AN EVENING HYMN 

Make this my only aim and care, 
To seek Thy praise in all I do ; 

To consecrate each act with prayer. 
As I my daily work pursue. 

More like to Thee, my blessed Lord, 
I would be as my days pass by, 

With patience, love, and wisdom storec 
Ready to live, and fit to die. 



O Thou, who art the sleepless God, 
Whose eyelids* slumbers never close. 

Be Thou our guard and friend to-night, 
Watch us in love while we repose. 

Helpless we lie, yet need not fear. 
If Thou dost shade us with Thy wing 

A thousand foes njay round us rage, 
But harm to us they dare not bring. 

Thine is the hand to help and shield ; 
No other might can keep ns free 
From all the dangers tlcvat aas>w\ 
The souls who truly trust m'lV^- 



FARTING, 51 

The day is Thine, alike the night, 

And nought can come by Thee unseen ; 

No cnrse of darkness, with Thy love 
And OUT great wants, can intervene. 

Be near us then, and never leave 
Our helpless spirits quite alone. 

Show forth Thy love and keep us safe, 
E*en let our danger be Thine own. 



IPErliitg. 



OuB parting hours are full of pain, 
We know not if on earth again, 

We shall behold each other ; 
We shed the tear, we heave a sigh. 
And pray that God be ever nigh, 

To watch o'er friend and brother. 

The trembling hand, with gentle grasp. 
Doth hold the loved ones' in its clasp, 

Nor cares to let it go ; 
For when two hands are lQCikft6c\s\.^^8iSk^ 
United love ttiroTx^\ieK^^^^^^'s^ssi-, 

With, an eVec;ViT\c fts^w . 
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62 PASTING. 

We say "Good bye," but deep the daH 
Of separation strikes the heart, 

And wounds its love ; 
Alone it bleeds, in secret pines, 
Till on its sorrow gladness shines, 

Descending from above. 

*Tis heaven alone can give ns rest, 
When faint and weary and distressed 

We need its care ; 
Onr dearest Friend, when others leave, 
Comes near ns when He sees us grieve, 

And wipes the tear. 



■*' Thou changeless Friend, be near us all 

To help us, when on Thee we call 

For strength and grace ; 
And grant us still on earth to meet, 
Or else in heaven at Thy feet 

To see each other's face. 



©Jfe'To) 
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TEE VOICE OF OOD, 63 



In every path of life I tread, 
In th' various scenes through which I'm led, 
Around, about — yea everywhere. 
The self -same voice I always hear — 
God speaks to me of love. 

In the deaf 'ning din ofth' crowded street, 
When the faces of friends I chance to meet. 
Who neath their garments of toil and care, 
Have hearts so full of affection rare — 
God speaks to me of love. 

By the shelving beach on th' lone sea-shore, 
Where the blue waves dash and tempests roar. 
By the sterile rock in th' mighty deep. 
Where the salt-sprays fall and waters leap- 
God speaks to me of love. 

In the silent wood where th' summer air 
Is cool to the soul that wanders there. 
When the leafy boughs of th' forest trees 
Swing to and fro in the gentle breeze — 
God speaks to me of love. 

At iarvest-tide, -wlcLen T\^«ii<fc^ ^nots 
With its gold bedecka V^i^b iroiXSx^L^^s^^ 



54 THE VOICE OF OOD. 

And th' reapers in rustic groups are seen, 
All plying with song their sickles keen — 
God speaks to me of love. 

Bj the flowers that bloom on th' rough hedge- 
bank, 
*Mid thorns and thistles that grow so rank, 
And teach me that virtue may belong 
To hearts that dwell in a world of wrong — 
God speaks to me of love. 

In wintry blasts, when th' glittering snow 
Is wafted from heaven to earth below, 
When all around with its brightness gleams, 
And ice spans over the rushing streams — 
God speaks to me of love. 

By th' glowing light of our own fireside, 
When we meet together at eventide, 
And our father's head — with locks of grey 
Bends down with his children t' praise and pray, 
God speaks to me of love. 

In the midnight hour, when darkening clonds 
A sleeping world in its fold enshrouds. 
When siJverj rajs of the Evening Star, 
Come down to this world ixom VXvo^^ ^"t^x — 
God speaks to me o£ love. 



TEE VOICE OF QOB. 66 

Whene'er I part from a long-loved friend. 
Whose joys begin and whose sorrows end, 
As I watch him start from this earthly shore, 
And follow his flight the river o'er — 
G-od speaks to me of love. 

In the Bible, that glorious "Book of Books," 

Where each one may find, who turns and 
looks, 

A path from the gloom of sin's dark nigbt. 

Up to the bright realms of peace and light — 

G-od speaks to me of love. 

By th' manger that cradled the Son of God, 
By th' lowly cottage where He abode. 
By th' footprints that circled the rippling lake, 
Where His lonely walks He oft did take — 
God speaks to me of love. 

By Gethsemane's silent hour of pain, 
By Calvary's hill, where Christ was slain. 
By the Cross, and reed, and piercing thorn. 
By the nails with which His hands were torn — 
God speaks to me of love. 

By tb* dying cry oi ttie'S^.Taxetift, 

By th' night that ieW o'ex Aik<B $kse%S&^ ^'^^^^^ 



56 THE VOICE OF OOD, 

By the burial in the borrowed tomb, 
By th' vibtory o'er its awful gloom — 
G-od speaks to me of love. 

i 

By the little throng on the mountain peak, ; 

By the parting words our Lord did speak, ! 

By the angels from the world of light, 
By th* clouds that carried Him out of sight — 
G-od speaks to me of love. 

By th' Spirit that helps me day by day, 
By th' heaven which ends this weary way. 
By the hopes which reign within my breast, 
By the promise of eternal rest — 
God speaks to me of love. 



All glory to the Father, 
All glory to the Son, 
All glory to the Spirit, 
To the blest Three in One. 
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